
The Tra^edie of Hamlet 

Pel. Giue firft adiDittance to thVmbadadors^ 

My ncwcs fliall be the fruite to that great fcaft. 

Kw^. Thy feirc doe grace to them, and bring them in. 

He fells me my dccrcCjertrardhe hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes ditteraper. 

I doubt it isno other but the mainc 
His fathers deaths and our haHie marriage. 


Enter Efubaffadors, 

King. Well, we fhall fift him, welcome my good friends^ 
Say Voltewand, what from our brother / 

VoL Moft faire refurnc of greetings and defiresj 
Vpon ourfirftjhcfcntouttofupprcfrc 
His Nephews Icuies, which to him appcard 
To be a preparation gainfl the ‘Tollacke^ 

But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your highnes, whereat grecuM 
That fo his ficknes, age, and impotence 
Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbr^ffe, which he in breefe obeyes, 

Recciucs rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 

Makes vow before his Vnclc ncucr more 
To giue th’afTay of Armes againfi your Maicfiic : 
Whereon old Norway Quercomc with ioy, 

Giucs hrm thrccfcorc thoufand crowncsin.anuall fcCr 
And his commifsion to imploy thofe fouldiers 
So Icuicd (as before) againft the Pollackf^ 

With an entrcaf.ic hccrcin further /hone, 

That it might plcafe you to giuc quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards of fafety and allowance 
As therein arc fee downc. 

King^ It likes VS well, 

And at our more confidered time, wcc’Icr^ad, 

Anfwer, and thinkc vpon this bufines : 

Meanc time, we fhankc you for your weH tooke labour, 
Goc to your reft, at night wcclc feaft together, 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embu^udori. 

This bufines is wcHendedt 
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Prince of Denmarhe. 

Mv Liew and Madaani. ro expofiidate 

what m^aicnicnwuld be, what doticis. 

Why day is day, night. 

Wereno^'hingbutfowan oigh^ time. 

Therefore brcuitic is the foulc of wit, _ 

And tedioufnes thelymmes and outward Honflics, 

IwiU be briefe, your noble fonne is mad s 
Mad call I it.for to define true 

Wba( ifl but to be nothing els but mad, 

Butler that goe. . . , /r 

Op^ee. More matter with leffe art. 

M Maddam,lfwearelvfcnoartatall, 

That hcc’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty. 

And pitty tis tis true, a foolilh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will vfc no art. ^ 

Mad let vs graunt him then, and reraamcs 

That we find out the caufe of this ettea. 

Or rather fay, the caufe of this dcfetl, 

For this effea defeaiue comes by caufe •• 

Thus it remaines, and the teroainder thus 

X^erpend, . .. /» • • 

J hauc a daughfer.haue while ihe is mine, 

Who in her dutie and obedience, marke. 

Hath ffiuen me this, now gather and lurmiic, 

^ To CelSiull and my foules I doll, the moU heau. 

ttfied Ophelia, that's an ill fhrafe, a vile phrafe. 
beautified is a vile phrafe, but you fhall heare ; thus m ‘ 
her excellent white bofome, thefeCf-c, 

Quee% Came this from Hamlet fo her ? . • r m 

Good Maddaro flay awhile, I will be fai'hfuH, 

*J)oubt thou the ftarres are fire. Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth meue^ 

Doubt truth to be a lyet, . 

3utneuerdoubt Ilaue. , , 

O deerc Ophelia, I am ill at thefc numbers , I hauc riot art to recken 
m<^rones but that I louc thee befl, 6 mofl befl belicucit, adew* 
Thine cuermoremoftdeere Lady, whilflthis machine is to him. 
Tol. This mobcdience hath my daughter lliownc me, {Hamlet. 
And more about hath his folicitings . 


